novel.
His own life is full of interest.    He was n<
recluse or a bookworm;   his work was to si
men, and he lived among men, he fought stn
ously, he enjoyed lustily, he suffered keenly,
he died prematurely, worn out by the force oi
own emotions, and by the prodigies of labou
which he was impelled by the restless prompt
of his active brain, and by his ever-pressing i
for money.     Some   of   his   letters   to   Mad
Hanska have been published during the last
years ; and where can we read a more pathetic
story than the record of his seventeen years' i
ing for her, and of the tragic ending to his 1
deferred happiness 1   Or where in modern t
can more exciting and often comical tales of ad
ture be found than the accounts of his wild
always unsuccessful attempts to become a mil
aire ?  His friends comprised most of the celebi
French writers of the day; and though not a
of society, he was acquainted with many vari
of people, while his own personality was pow<
vivid, and eccentric.
Thus he appears at first sight to be a fascin; subject for biography; but if we examine a more closely, we shall realise the web of diffici
